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self go too. Georgia's keen common sense and humour filled him with
admiration and happiness. He delighted to soar top high in his speculations
for the thrill of being brought to earth by her realism. And he saw clearly
that she was not unmoved by him.

And yet Watts had another mistress whom he had fallen head over
heels in love with a long time back. Art was his first love, and demanded
its tribute of affection. This love for Georgie was strong, but .was it more
than an enthusiasm, a gulp of wine dashed down and forgotten? He
loved playing the lover rather than loving. But little by little he began to
think how well Georgie and he were suited. As with all idealists he had
his sordidly realistic moments. What a good companion she was, and
would not her practical sense supply just what he lacked? They might
marry. His thoughts hardly carried him so far, but more and more the
possibility seemed about to present itself.

Georgie felt his fascination growing upon her. She felt it all too strongly.
But these feelings, she decided in her practical way, were snares. Watts
might cast a spell upon her but she would not allow her head to be com-
pletely turned. In a moment of weakness she told him that she wished
there was not so much difference between them. That was as much as she
allowed herself. Birth, education, outlook were all against them.

Lady Duff Gordon was watching the affair closely. Much as she liked
Watts and admired his genius she saw that any idea of marriage was out
of the question. Baronet's daughter weds drawing master! It was the theme
of any novelette. Before matters came to a crisis she quietly withdrew to
Rome where she hoped better society and new interests would cure her
daughter's infatuation, if indeed it was an infatuation.

It was not a very sad farewell. Watts probably did not realise how the
affair was being manipulated. It was only later that he realised that it was
over. What Georgie felt we do not know. It may have been that she dis-
missed Watts from her with a heavy heart. If only she could have felt he
had not dazzled her.

When the Duff Gordons had gone Watts became restive. He wandered
round the gardens, disturbed and frustrated. Left alone he was assailed by a
host of worrying elusive thoughts. Perhaps he half realised that Georgie
had had to go to save herself. He consoled himself by writing to her. He
told her of his artistic plans, of his hopes, and here and there of his regret.

*How goes the music? do you ever sing any of our old duetts? I tried the
other day the German Duett with a Lady, but although she sang it as well
as possible it was quite another thing, and I could not but feel how won-
derfully well our voices must have suited each other. I have not touched
die day since your departure.
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